202 life can be lived magnificently on any scale, in any dime,
under any conditions. To those who think that Greece to-
. day is of no importance let me say that no greater error
could be committed. To-day as of old Greece is of the
utmost importance to every man who is seeking to find
himself. My experience is not unique. And perhaps I
should add that no people in the world are as much in
need of what Greece has to offer as the American people.
Greece is not merely the antithesis of America, but more,
the solution to the ills which plague us. Economically it
may seem unimportant, but spiritually Greece is still the
mother of nations, the fountain-head of wisdom and
inspiration.

Only a few days remain. The day before Christmas I
am sitting in the sun on the terrace of the King George
Hotel, waiting for Durrell and Nancy to appear with
the car. The weather is dubious; heavy rains may set in.
We were to have left at ten in the morning; it is now two
o'clock. Finally they arrive in Max's flimsy little English
car which looks like an overgrown bug. The car is not
working right, the brakes particularly. Durrell is laugh-
ing, as usual. Laughing and swearing at the same time.
He is going to run the car into the ground. He hopes I
will miss the boat Will we wait a moment until he buys
a newspaper and a sandwich? "He follows the war news
closely, I haven't read a newspaper since I left Paris; I
don't intend to read one until I'get to New York, where
I know I will get an eyeful.

The first thing I realize, as we speed along, is that it
is no longer Autumn. The car is an .open car with a shed
ovef- it In the sun it is pleasant, but once it gets dark it
will be uncomfortable.'Riding along the side of the
mountain overlooking the sea Durrell suddenly asks me